MR.    SiMKKTH    GETS    HIS    RISE
self, vindictively—not necessarily Mr. Mitty himself,
who clearly brought out visiting with him a colossal
thirst and appetite. He was a funny man. a determined
wag, and the noisiest Mr. Smeeth had ever known. He
shouted all the time, just like one of those cheap
auctioneers. His jokes gave you a pain in the stomach
and his voice a headache. Moreover, he seemed to Mr.
Smeeth quite obviously a silly boaster, a liar, and a man
not to be trusted a yard. Such men frequently ally
themselves to quiet little women, but Fred Mitty—
fortunately for some quiet little woman—had found a
female of his own kind. Mrs. Mitty, who had a long
blue nose and hair that was bright auburn at the ends
and grey-brown near the roots, was as brassy as her
husband. Her scream accompanied his roar. If she
said anything playful to you, she hit your nearest rib
with her bony elbow; and if you said anything playful
to her, she slapped you on the arm. Here she differed
from Fred, who banged you on the back and poked you
in the ribs, unless you were a woman and not too old,
and then he hugged you or invited you to sit on his
knee. Dot, the solitary offspring of this brassy pair,
was about Edna's age and was all legs and golden curls
and a hard blue stare. She talked of becoming a film
actress. Mr. Smeeth, who did not know much about
Hollywood, but nevertheless had a horror of the place,
told her quite sincerely that he hoped she would get
there, and added, with perfect truth, that she reminded
him of those Broadway girls on the pictures. Edna of
course—the silly child—had been fascinated at once by
Dot; and as for Mrs. Smeeth, who really had no more
sense about people at times than a baby, she seemed to
be infatuated with all three of them.

